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PART   I. 

"  I  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  perish  one  by  one, 
Than  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like  Joshua's  moon  in  Ajalon! " 

"  Not  in  vain  the  distance  beacons.      Forward,  forward  let  us  range. 
Xi3t  the  great  world  spin  for  ever  down  the  ringing  grooves  of  change." 

•"Thro'  the  shadow  of  the  globe  we  sweep  into  the  younger  day  : 
Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle  of  Cathay." 

LOCKSLEY  HALL. 

*'  Forward  "  rang  the  voices  then,  and  of  the  many  mine  was  one. 
Let  us  hush  this  cry  of  "Forward  "  till  ten  thousand  years  have  gone." 

*  'Poor  old  Heraldry,  poor  old  History,  poor  old  Poetry,  passing 

hence, 
In  the  common  deluge  drowning  old  political  common-sense  !  " 

LOCKSLEY  HALL  SIXTY  YEARS  AFTER. 

Xiocksley  Hall,  with  sixty  dead  years  vanished,  this  your  wail  I've 

read, 
And  it  sets  my  memory  thinking  how  far  from  you  youth  has  fled. 

Here  is  still  the  grand  old  music — here  the  sweetness  and  the  form, 
Art  as  rare  as  when  your  passion,  when  your  sorrow  past  in  storin. 

Peer  of  all  our  greatest,  as  when  first  the  sunrise  of  your  youth 
Swept  the  Memnon  of  your  nature  to  that  cry  of  grief  and  truth, 
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To  that  burst  of  tortured  anguish,  burst  of  hope  for  men,  to  last, 
Ay,  until  the  song  of  Chaucer,  Shakespeare,  shall  to  death  have  past» 

Ah,  how  well  do  I  remember  how  your  ballad,  years  away, 
Half  a  century  past,  I  drank  in,  and  it  moves  me  still  to-day. 

With  what  reverence  I  raved  it !  how  its  singer  I  adored, 
Worshipped  even  !  how  your  critics  all  I  scorned  and  all  abhorred  ! 

Here,  I  said,  amongst  us  surely  glows  the  glory  of  the  God ; 
Here  by  one  of  the  Immortals,  as  of  old,  our  earth  is  trod ; 

Here  is  one  to  guide  us  onward  through  the  sad  world's  weary  ways ;. 
Here  is  one  to  head  our  battle  with  the  evil  of  our  days. 

Women  are  to  men  as  moonlight  is  to  sunshine,  so  you  cried ; 
Women  shrink  and  shiver,  true  men  tear  and  kill  the  lie  that's  lied. 

Women  and  men-women  chatter,  rave  and  moan  and  tear  the  hair  ; 
Where's  the  man  to  cry,  "  the  battle,  do  but  watch  ;  let  us  despair  ? >r 

Out  on  weakness !  fools  and  cowards,  aesthetes, lordlings  aid  us  nought: 
This  world-shaper,  we'll  march  under  while  the  mighty  fight  is  fought ; 

How  his  throbbing  lines  pulse  through  us,  with  the  ocean's  heave  and 

burst  ! 
Lo,  a  Phoebus  !  how  his  arrows  pierce  and  slay  the  thing  accurst  ! 

How  the  future's  voice  speaks  through  him,  ail  its  deeper,  nobler  soul  I 
In  him,  chants  again  old  Homer,  with  the  Iliad's  swing  and  roll. 

Ah,  so  much  we  thirst  for  guidance !  blind  the  most  by  whom  we're  led; 
Come — this  bright  one,  lent  by  heaven,  take  we  for  our  guide  instead. 

Fifty  years  have  wandered  by  us,  years  that  came  to  strive  and  die  ; 
We  have  heard,  above  our  struggles,  still  that  wild  song  floating  by; 

And  we  blest  its  sweet-tongued  singer  so  that  strung  to  strength  our 

nerves 
With  the  rapture  of  the  battle,  where,  from  right,   but  weakness 

swerves. 
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"We  have  smitten — we  have  gloried  in  the  stern  work  of  our  swords ; 
Ah,  what  triumphs  we  are  counting,  won  in  strifes  of  deeds  or  words, 

"Won  by  heroes,  all  our  glory — Byron,  Brougham,  Cobden,  Bright, 
And  the  great  one  still  that  leads  us,  grey  and  grand  in  this  our  fight, 

He,  our  Gladstone— he,  our  Nestor,  with  the  fiery  soul  of  youth, 
With  the  eyes  of  age's  wisdom, — with  the  speech  that's  strong  through 
truth, 

He  our  Moses, — he  who's  led  us  where  our  Promised  Lands  begin ; 
Heaven  spare  him,  in  its  mercy,  to  their  peace  to  lead  us  in ! 

See — poor  Ireland,  still,  as  throughout  all  the  centuries  she  has  known, 
Still  in  torture — still  in  hunger,  starved  from  peace,  to  hate  and  moan. 

In  their  madness,  they  burn  cattle.     "  Act  accurst !  "  I  cry,  but  then 
I  curse  too  the  Lords  who're  stealing  homes  from  wives  and  babes 
and  men. 

C  ittle-maimers, — I  abhor  them,  but,  for  curses,  I  save  breath, 

For  the  wretches  who,  fiend-hearted,  fling  the  old  to  breadless  death. 

And  we  scorn  and  loathe  her  wrongers,  listening  for  the  laurelled  voice 
That  shall  call  our  hosts  to  right  her,  till  she.  chainless,  shall  rejoice. 

Here,  at  home,  we  look  around  us  at  the  life  that  scares  our  gaze, 
Sights  of  dread  and  filth  and  horror  that  make  hells  of  all  our  ways. 

Lustful,  listless,  are  our  titled ;  brutish,  starving  are  our  low, 
In  the  country  hut, — the  reeking  rankness  that  our  cities  know. 

Town  and  country,  foetid,  savage,  with  the  lives  our  fathers  knew  ; 
Hungered  half  the  millioned  many, — Rothschilds,  Westminsters,  the 
few, 

Millionares  that  heap  up  riches,  adding  daily  gold  to  gold ; 

Rich  men  wringing  sumless  incomes  from  the  toil,  for  nothing  sold. 

All  for  them,  the  haves,  and  nothing  to  the  have-nots,  still  waged  out; 
These  inventing  luxuries, — biased  ; — half  the  millions,  bread  without. 
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Hark !    they  murmur ;    hear  their  cursings  !  see  the  drudges  who 

endure, 
Maddening  at  wealth's  baubles  flaunted  in  the  gazing  of  the  poor. 

See — their  misery  ranks  and  gathers  I     Mene,  Mene,  Tekel ! — see, 
On  the  richest  walls  is  written,  traced  inflame,  the  woe  to  be  ! 

Ah,  ere  yet  the  Furies  tear  you,  bursting  from  their  iron  chain, 

Let  the  song  of  God,  to  Eden,  change  this  hell, — this  Devil's  reign  ! 

So,  I  turn,  O  world-known  singer,  to  this  volume  that  you  give, 
Looking  for  a  light  to  brighten  the  dread  gloom  in  which  we  live. 

And  I  read,  and  what,  Oh  sorrow !  from  its  pages  to  me  came  ? 
Tongue,  be  silent ;  tell  not  to  him  how  my  nature  flushed  with  shame. 

He,  the  lamp  unto  our  footsteps, — he  that  lit  the  path  of  man, 
When  the  hot  blood  surged  within  us,  ere  the  frosts  of  age  began, 

He,  with  seventy  winters'  wisdom,  riper  thought  and  mellowed  song, 
Does  he  bid  us,  in  the  presence  of  our  foes,  be  men  and  strong  ? 

Does  he  bid  us  front  the  hydras  of  injustice,  want  and  sin 
And,  with  dauntless  grasp,  the  better,  from  the  Present,  wrench  and 
win, 

Nobly  conquering  for  our  brothers,  for  their  little  ones  and  wives, 
Happier,  brighter  homes  and  purer,  gladder,  wiser,  nobler  lives  ? 

Ah,  alas  !  what  is  the  teaching, — faith  accurst !  that  here  we  meet, 
Where  we  looked  for  blasts  of  onset, — never  for  a  vile  retreat  ? 

Drop  your  hands  !     O  senseless  strivers ;  useless  all  your  strife  with 

wrong ; 
Muse  on — prattle  at  the  evil; — learn  that  baseness  from  my  song. 

What  though  horrors  blast  our  eyesight ! — what  though  incest  foul 

our  air ! 
What  avails  it,  good  to  strike  for  ?  moan  and  whine  ;  let  us  despair. 

And  I  fling  the  volume  from  me, — not  your  first  song,  but  your  last, 
And  I  turn  to  your  young  passion  so  that  moved  me  in  the  past. 
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To  your  first  song,  from  your  latest,  I  appeal,  and  not  in  vain ; 
Hot  with  lust  of  fight  for  goodness,  how  it  swells  my  heart  again  ! 

All  forgot,  the  evil  counsel ; — the  false  Gospel  heard  no  more, 
With  me  is  your  nobler  wisdom  and  I  chant  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

That,  within  my  soul,  is  singing, — that  my  brain  is  pulsing  through, 
That  is  faith  and  victory  to  me,  as  it  cries  to  hope  and  do. 

In  its  strength,  we  strive  and  battle  to  the  Eden  that  awaits 

All  the  nations  that  shall  merge  them  in  the  Earth's  United  States, 

All  men  trained  to  equalled  health  of  body, — equalled  health  of  brain, 
None,  unsouled,  by  lack  of  culture, — no  one  claiming  good  in  vain. 

So,  the  march  of  Man  is  onward  to  the  years  of  joy  and  rest, 
Brotherhood  and  love,  this  old  world,  with  its  Golden  Ages,  blest. 

Lift  your  voices,  O  ye  races  ;  toss  your  joy  from  land  to  land, 
For  the  heaven  that  circles  towards  us,  Oh,  how  longed  for,  glad  and 
grand  ! 


PART  II. 

Chaos,  Cosmos, — yes,  behold  it,  evolution  all  sublime, 
Life  still  ever  climbing  Godwards   through  the  endless  breadths 
of  time. 

From  the  fiery  mist,  the  Earth-crust,  cooling  round  its  central  heat, 
Then  the  crumpled  granite  ridges,  washed  to  soil  around  their  feet ; 

Shores  that  rampart  back  the  billows  of  the  oceans,  void  and  vast, 
Jelly-life  and  moss  upspringing,  life  from  life  through  all  the  past. 

Ever  growth  on  growth  of  creatures  of  the  flood,  the  land,  the  air, 
Forms  that  crawl,  devouring  monsters,  dragons  foul  that  rend  and 
tear. 
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Then  the  cane-brake  and  the  jungle ;   then  the  woodland's  earliest 

shade ; 
While  the  mammoth  shakes  the  pastures,  shapes  we  look  on  browse 

the  glade ; 

Through  the  ceons,  countless  spaces,  life  perfects  it,  grade  by  grade, 
Till  from  out  the  manlike  ape-life,  in  the  ages,  man  is  made, 

Man,  in  whom  is  dawning  brain-power,  seeds  of  fancy,  germs  of  soul, 
Man,  to  grow  to  know  all  nature,  nature's  laws,  and  rule  the  whole. 

So  the  infancy  of  knowledge  lisps  and  strengthens,  powers  to  powers, 
Through  the  stone  age,   through  the  bronze  age,   on  into  the  iron 
hours. 

From  the  cave-man  to  the  clansman, — hunters,  fishers,  tiger-souled, 
On,  to  babyhood  of  order,  on,  to  life  by  law  controlled. 

Then  the  village  and  the  judgment, — fine  for  wounding — life  for  life; 
Chiefdom,  rulers  throned  for  wisdom,  strength,  or  fiery  heart  in  strife. 

Ever,  through  the  nights  of  ages,  of  which  record  lives  not  now, 
Mighty  races,  empires  nameless,  faiths  to  Gods  to  which  none  bow, 

Sacrifices,  foul  as  Moloch's, — faiths  as  red  as  Astecs'  own, 
Eules  that  smote  and  crushed  and  dwindled,  glories  hid  and  shames 
unknown. 

Then  Assyria,  Egypt,  Persia,  mights  that  move  through  lessening 

gloom, 
Arts  and  Priesthoods  that  reveal  them  from  the  temple  and  the  tomb. 

Then  the  Iliad  and  the  wanderings  of  Odysseus, — Homer's  day, 
Job  and  the  all^solveless  riddle  in  time's  dawning,  far  away. 

And  the  nearing  goal  is  run  for,  and  the  struggle's  seen  and  told, 
All  the  glories  of  the  torch-race  t'wards  the  future's  Age  of  Gold. 

Tyre  and  Athens,  Eonian,  Hebrew,  Arab,  German,  Goth  and  Frank, 
Angle,  Saxon,  Dane  and  Norman,  surging  onward,  rank  on  rank. 
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ISTow  the  fiery  flame  of  freedom,  tossed  and  sped  from  hand  to  hand, 
Flares  or  dims,  but  forward  ever  lights  and  lustres  land  on  land. 

See,  it  suns  Milan  and  Florence,  through  the  lit  South  streaming 

bright, 
Now,  in  this  our  British  England,  fierce  it  glares  or  lowers  to-night. 

Harold  falls;  the  bandit  Norman  grips  and  shares  the  Saxons'  fields, 
All  the  scum  of  Europe  scaring  serfdom  with  their  blazoned  shields. 

Then,  our  strife  for  rights,  we  rose  to,  serfs  and  burghers  'gainst 

their  Lords, 
And  our  fathers  hewed  to  manhood,  through  the  ages,  with  their 

swords. 

"Writ  in  hell's  own  hand  the  anguish  of  the  peoples  through  the  years, 
Droit  du  Seigneur,  poll-tax,  dungeon,  lives  of  slavery,  tortures,  fears. 

You,  your  leg-crossed  knights  may  look  on  with  a  dainty  Lord's  poor 

pride, 
We  remember,  we  the  people,  how,  to  smite  them  down,  we  died. 

All  our  records,  our  best  glory,  are  of  martyrdoms  and  fights 
Of  the  heroes  who  fell  for  us, — died,  to  wrench,  from  Lords,  our 
rights. 

History  fiercely  chants  our  triumphs,  won  through  blood  and  blows 

and  tears, 
On  the  scaffold,  in  the  pillory,  by  the  racked,  by  grubbed-out  ears. 

Strafford's  "  Thorough,"  High   Commissions, — your  Star-Chambers, 

you  forget  ; 
Charleses,  Jameses,  Laud  and  Jeffreys,  lordly  fancies,  fail  to  fret. 

"Blood"  and  "heraldry,"  we're  hearing  for  us  should  have  awful 

charms ; 
Once  "  a  maiden  in  her  flower "  was   "  worth  a  hundred  coats  of 

arms." 

Once,  if  I  remember  rightly,  thus  the  true-souled  measure  went, 
Earth's  old  gardeners,  Eve  and  Adam,  laugh  to  scorn  your  long  descent. 
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Only  to  be  good  was  noble,  that  we  clearly  understood, 

Kindly  hearts  were  more  than  titles,  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood. 

Front-de-Boeufs,  De  Bracys,  surely,  such  old  tyrants  were  your  hate  ; 
Now  are  we  to  paint  to  fairness  all  the  foulest  births  of  fate  ? 

Worth  transmitted, — wisdom  born  of  wisdom,  say,  are  these  the  rule, 
Or  is  not  the  lonely  glory  followed  by  the  knave  and  fool  P 

Are    our    Lords    our   wisest, — greatest?      Whence  were  both  our 

Cromwells?  sprung 
From  your  nobles,  Pyin  and  Eliot, — all  our  grand  with  pen  and 

tongue  ? 

Chaucer,  Shakespeare,  were  they  titled?  Spenser,  Milton,  were  they 

Peers  ? 
Chatham,  Goldsmith,  Moore  and  Wordsworth,  of  their  blood,  my 

Lord,  who  hears  ? 

Fox  was  Fox.     "  I  make  my  glory  ;  "  that,  my  Lord,  our  reverence 

earns  ; 
Genius  steals  not  from  its  fathers.     Burns's  blood  we  prize  for  Burns. 

Arkwright,   Swift,  Defoe,  Pope,  Newton,  is  their  birth  from  blood 

their  fame  ? 
Do  we  blush  that,  from  the  people,  Fielding,  Smollett,  Campbell 

came  ? 

Faraday,  Watt,  Bunyan,  Davy,  Grattan,  Curran,  Erskine,  Burke, 
Washington  and  Clive  and  Lincoln,  do  we,  for  their  lowness,  shirk  ? 

Scott  and  Eeynolds,   Wolfe  and  Nelson,  Gainsborough,  Congreve, 

Sterne  and  Keats, 
These  are  names,  for  lives  our  glory,  every  English  tongue  repeats. 

Dickens,  Thackeray,  Macaulay,  Mill  and  Carlyle, — say,  did  these 
From  their  ancestors  inherit  greatness  or  their  greatness  seize  ? 

Are  Longfellow,  Lowell,  Whittier,  Bryant,  nobles  by  descent  ? 

Ah,  "  Je  suis  nioi-menie,"  each  answers  and  the  people  cry,  "  content." 
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Nay,  your  blue  blood,  left  unmingled  with  the  people's,  sinks  to  mud ; 
Spain  tells  that.     Our  Peerage  lives  on,  mixing  theirs  with  merchants' 
blood. 

"What  ennobles,"  says  our  keenest,   "knaves  or  fools,"  alas  !  "or 

cowards  ?  " 
Not  the  coronet  descended, — "  not  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards." 

In  our  simpering  age  Augustan,  once  the  faith  of  fashion  ran, 
Dress  was  greatness;   nay,  but  "without  velvet  breeches,  what  is 
Man  !  " 

Kings  can  play  at  Marquis-making,  whimming  where  our  awe  should 

fall; 
But  the  ploughman,  heaven-great,  tells  us,  God-made  nobles  rank 

o'er  all. 

"Gentle  deeds  raise  men,"  sings  Spenser;  "  Worth  the  man  makes, 

vice  the  fellow, 
"  All  the  rest,"  our  Pope  cries  to  us,  "  is  but  leather  and  prunellow." 

Homer,  Socrates,  and  Dante,  glories  all  the  years  shall  know, 

The  Napoleon,  Blake,  Columbus,  sprang  they  from  the  high  or  low  ? 

Moliere  and  Jonson,  Dekker,  Eousseau,  Victor  Hugo — see, 
These  were  looked  upon  by  princes  as  mere  pariahs  such  as  we. 

Whence  were  Bacon  and  Spinoza,  Eaphael,  Massinger  and  Gray, 
Addison  and  Hume  and  Gibbon,  Collins,  Eichardson  and  Gay  ? 

Mozart,  Schubert,  Priestley,  Hunter,  Stephenson  and  Owen — are 
These  not  of  us  ?  with  our  glory,  these  the  darkening  Past  shall  star. 

Peers,  are  these  that  star  our  century  with  the  deeds  their  days  have 

done, 
Euskin,  Lesseps,  Garibaldi,  Turner,  Stanley,  Livingstone  ? 

Goethe,   Schiller,    Handel,   Huxley,  Holmes,  Beranger,   Gladstone, 

Grote, 
Prescott,  Motley,  and  Beethoven ;  these  we  crown ;    they  wrought 

or  wrote. 
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Hood  and  Coleridge,  Browning,  Swinburne,  Morris,  Millais — these 

we  claim ; 
Wren  and  Hogarth,  Landseer,  Leighton,  these,  from  us,  the  people, 

came. 

Yes,— the  maddened  French  were  blood-soaked  when  they  crushed 

their  old  Regime  ; 
Ah,  through  what  cursed  years  of  serfdom,  did  their  blood  unvenged 

stream ! 

Cavaliers'  and  Nobles'  anguish,  doubtless  you'd  bemoan  in  song ; 
Where's  your  loathing  of  the  anguish  of  the  canaille,  borne  so  long  ? 

In  the  sixty  years  departed,  what  has  come  and  what  has  past  ? 
Ever,  to  their  reigns,  the  nations,  through  the  Earth,  have  leapt  at 
last. 

Ever  truth  has  struck  off  fetters,  wrenched  the  peoples'  rights  from 

wrong ; 
Yes,  and  Demos  wins  and  thrones  him,  ever   mightier,  yet  more 

strong. 

Is  his  rule,  your  scorn,  so  fruitless  ?    What  is  this  of  which  he  raves  ? 
In  the  wondrous  States  sprung  from  us,  has  he  still,  as  once,  his 
slaves  ? 

Lo,  he  rose  and  stamped.     A  million  of  his  freemen,  fierce,  upsprung ; 
High  ones  jeered  and  scoffed  and  heard  not  slavery's  knell  that  hour 
was  rung. 

Demos — let  him  shout  his  greatness  in  the  South  and^in  the  West ; 
How  his  nations  grow  and  prosper,  with  his  might  and  wisdom  blest ! 

And  do  Frenchmen  hate  his  ruling,  scorn  their  teachings  in  his  school, 
Trained  to  know  the  rights  of  freemen,  lifted  to  the  freemen's  rule, 

Flushed  to  higher  hopes  and  knowledge, — free  to  win  to  all  they  can  ? 
Yes,  our  Demos  knows  not  castedom,  knows  alone  that  man  is  man, 

Knows  not  blood,  ancestral  greatness,  save  to  smile  upon  their  claims, 
Save  to  ring  aloud  his  laughter  at  the  awe  of  gartered  names. 
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"What — his  memory's  recalling,  fames  and  greatness  all  unpriced, 
Names  and  glories  noble  only  by  the  law  divine  of  Christ, 

Christ  the  carpenter,  still  teaching  universal  brotherhood, 
Mankind's  primal  right  to  justice,  love  to  all  from  all  our  blood, 

As  the  sage  of  Athens  taught  us  in  the  days  that  lustrous  glow, 
As  the  Imperial  Stoic  penned  it  in  that  note-book  that  you  know. 

"  Man  I  am  and  therefore  all  men  do  I  care  for,"  said  thy  tongue, 
Seneca  ;  that  Gospel,  prophets  of  all  faiths  have  always  sung. 

Ah,  "  vox  Populi,  vox  Dei;  "  from  the  many  came  the  souls 
That   have  founded  faiths  ;    their   teaching   still  the  nations'  awe 
controls. 

In  the  poor  hut  of  the  worker,  not  alone  our  Christ  was  bred, 
Zoroaster,  far  Confucius,  childhoods  of  the  needy,  led. 

Moses,  Hildebrand,  Mahomet,  Knox,  St.  Francis,  Luther,  these 
Came  not   from,  the  homes  of  Princes,  nursed  to  scorn,  in  wealth 
and  ease. 

Theirs  the  lessons  of  the  lowly — poverty  that  loves  the  poor ; 
Dives  loves  himself  ;  "  profanum  vulgus  odi,"  that  is  sure. 

Few  with  Marc  Aurelius,  Buddha,  born  in  purple,  so  have  dared, 
Lapped  in  luxury,  to  live  God-like,  and  for  all  have  Christ-like  cared. 

Now,  though  Lords  may  moan  at  changes  that  the  wise  years  swiftly 

bring, 
Deuios's  shall  be  the  future  ;  his  will  be  the  hymns  we  sing. 

Lo,  beneath  his  sway  shall  all  men  know  a  bliss  that  all  shall  share, 
Strange  to  all  the  past's  foul  horrors,  all  the  lessening  ills  we  bear. 

"Each  for  all,"  behold!  the  nations,  that,  shall  cry  and  "all  for 

each  ;  " 
Man's  shall  be  the  love,  the  pity  that  the  Master  lived  to  teach. 
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Then  shall  be  the  reign  of  Justice,  reign  no  mortal  yet  hath  seen, 
All  the  peoples  only  brothers,  war  as  though  it  had  not  been. 

Not  to  you  was  genius  given  that  in  your  enduring  verse, 
All  eternal,  should  be  ainbered  all  the  slavish  awes  we  curse. 

Be  yourself  and,  great,  write  greatly.     Shall  the  listening  ages  hear 
Christ's  equality  of  all  men  dies  within  the  more  than  peer  ? 

Speed  the  blessed  days  that  near  us  ;  haste  the  coming  bliss  unpriced  ; 
Lift  the  hymn  of  Man's  fair  future,  of  the  rule  of  love  and  Christ, 

Of  mankind's  unending  glory,  of  the  heaven  in  every  land, 
Every  race  on  Earth  receiving  gifts  with  all  unselfish  hand. 

Sing  our  equalled  bliss  unto  us ;  chant  of  none,  for  pariahs,  born, 
O  thou  poet  of  our  Peoples,  laugh  the  claims  of  lords  to  scorn. 

Lo,  the  stars  that  circle  o'er  us,  and  the  truth  they  teach  the  soul, 
This  shall  be,  the  Will  Eternal  rules  the  worlds  that  round  us  roll. 

We  are  His.     His  gifts  dealt  to  us,  ill  or  blessed,  taking  all 
But  with  blessings,  with  the  surety  nought  of  wrong  from  Him  can 
fall. 

Awful-hidden,  Power  creative,  Thou,  not  we,  know'st  good  from  ill. 
All  is  Thee,  Thy  wisdom,  goodness ;  all  things  but  Thy  law  fulfil. 

Thou  that  know'st  not  Past  nor  Present  nor  To  Come,  Eternal  Now, 
On  Thy  breath,  all  worlds  are ;  ever,  unto  good,  our  guide  art  Thou. 


PFinted  Ly  BVCKLB  &  Co.,  282,  Strand,  W.C. 


W,  C.  BENNETT'S  SONGS. 
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"  Dr.  W.  C.  Bennett  has  been  well  advised  to  collect  his  various  songs.  A 
little  more  accuracy  and  finish,  and  Dr.  Bennett  might  rank  as  the  Beranger  of 
England.  He  is  a  genuine  poet." — Leader. 

"When  Dr.  Bennett  writes  in  his  own  simple,  natural  way,  we  have  no  song- 
writer who  can  be  compared  with  kim." — Illustrated  Times. 

"  We  always  like  his  writing  when  he  dares  to  be  true  to  his  own  genius." — 
Athenaeum. 

"  This  volume  ought  to  meet  with  public  favour." — Observer. 

"  He  writes  like  a  true  poet." — Weekly  Dispatch. 

"  They  are  conceived  in  the  purest  and  most  versatile  vein  of  poetry." — John 
Bull. 

"  Most  are  very  good  indeed.    Many  are  really  beautiful." — Morning  Herald. 

11  The  volume  will  be  acceptable  to  a  vast  number  of  readers — those  to  whom 
the  song  sings  to  the  heart.  We  can  heartily  commend  Dr.  Bennett's  songs  to 
our  readers." — Morning  Advertiser. 

"  Dr.  Bennett  has  achieved  a  most  decided  success." — Atlas. 

"  When  he  utters  some  simple  form  of  feeling,  how  natural,  how  happy  he  is, 
how  direct,  clear,  and  graceful." — Nonconformist. 

"  Entitle  their  author  to  a  high  place  among  our  popular  song- writers." — 
Inquirer. 

"  Will  delight  all  readers,  because  of  their  true  feeling  and  unaffected  grace." 
— News  of  the  World 

"  He  possesses  in  no  small  degree  feeling,  fancy,  condensation,  and  a  varied 
power  of  expression." — Sunday  Times. 

"  He  is  terse,  epigrammatic,  and,  when  he  pleases,  eloquent  and  pathetic." — 
Weekly  Times. 

"  To  beautify  and  elevate  the  events  and  emotions  of  ordinary  life  through  the 
transfiguration  of  poetry,  is,  we  think,  essentially  Dr.  Bennett's  vocation." — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

"  Dr.  Bennett  is,  as  he  truly  calls  himself,  a  song-writer." — Economist. 

"His  sensibility,  imagination,  and  right  use  of  words,  give  to  his  verses  the 
ring  of  true  songs." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

"  He  is  a  song-writer  of  no  common  order." — Guardian. 

C.  KEGAN  PAUL,  TRENCH  &  Co.,  Paternoster  Square. 

THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY— Cloth  2s. 

SONGS    FOR    SAILORS. 

"Spirited,  melodious,  and  vigorously  graphic."—  Morning  Post.  "Very 
spirited."— Daily  News.  "Really  admirable."— Pall  Mall  Gazette.  "Right 
well  done." — Illustrated  London  News.  "  Sure  of  wide  popularity." — Morning 
Advertiser.  "  Songs  such  as  sailors  must  enjoy." — Echo. 

'Dr.  Bennett  has  devoted  his  lyrical  powers  to  a  noble  object  in  this  compre- 
hensive yet  inexpensive  work.  This  gem  deserves  to  be  patronised  not  only  by 
our  entire  Royal  Navy,  but  by  all  our  Sailors'  Homes  and  all  our  Mercantile 
Marine  Associations.  It  is  a  capital  shilling's  worth.— Liverpool  Mail. 

"  Dr.  Bennett  is  the  most  popular  song- writer  in  England  at  the  present  time  " 
—Sunderland  Times. 

"  There  is  no  one  nowadays,  to  compete  with  Dr.  Bennett  as  a  popular  sone- 
wnter."— Leeds  Mercury. 

"  We  may  fairly  say  that  Dr.  Bennett  has  taken  up  the  mantle  of  Dibdin  " 
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WHAT    MR,    GLADSTONE    SAYS: 

Mr.  Gladstone,  having  been  presented  with  the  first  volume  of 
"THE  LIBERAL  HOME  RULER/'  dating  from  Hawarden,  January  4th, 
says,  in  a  letter  to  the  Editor  :  — 

"/  welcomed  the  appearance  of  the  Volume  so  kindly  sent  by  you 
as  a  proof  that  British  public  opinion,  in  favour  of  the  true  Irish  policy  , 
is  acquiring  both  extension  and  solidity. 

"  Yours  very  faithfully  and  obediently, 
"W.    E.    GLADSTONE," 

All  who  are  interested  in  the  solution  of  the  great  problems  of 
National  and  Municipal  Self-G-overnment  should  read  "  The  Liberal 
Home  Ruler,"  now  published  Weekly,  In  its  columns  all  kinds  of 
information  bearing  upon  the  leading  question  of  the  hour  are  to  be 
found,  and  many  of  the  best  known  authors  and  politicians  are  con- 
tributors to  its  pages.  Amongst  them  may  be  mentioned:  — 


W.  L.  BERNARD,  F.S.S. 
ANDREW   REID. 
W.  A.  MACDONALD,  M.P. 
J.  A.  PICTON,  M.P. 
T.  E.  ELLIS,    M.P. 
PIERCE  MAHONEY,  M.P. 
GEO.  HOWELL,  M.P. 
DAVID   SHEEHY,  M.P. 
JAMES  ROWLANDS,  M.P. 
LADY  FLORENCE  DIXIE. 
REV.  T.  CLARKE. 
REV.  H.  SOLLY. 
REV.    J.    S.    JONES   (Vicar   of 
St.  Philip's,  Clerkenwell). 


REV.  H.  S.  PAGAN. 
DR.  W.  C.  BENNETT. 
J.  A.  ELLIOT. 
J.  E.  R.  TAG  ART. 
MRS.  BATESON. 
W.  J.  O'NEILL  DAUNT. 
CHARLES    COPPACK. 
DOMINICK  DALY. 
SAMUEL  FOTHERGILL. 
CHARLES  WADDIB. 
F.  J.  COLLINSON. 
ERNEST  DA  VIES. 
JOHN   SAXON. 


P.  JUSTIN  O' BYRNE, 

And  other  experienced  politicians  and  writers.  The  writers  are  in 
constant  touch  with  the  leaders  of  Liberal  thought,  and  "The 
Liberal  Home  Ruler "  may  therefore  be  safely  accepted  as  au 
exponent  of  the  programme  of  the  Liberal  Party.  It  is  earnestly  hoped 
that  the  members  of  Liberal  Associations  will  promote  the  cause  of 
Liberalism  by  aiding  in  the  circulation  of  the  Journal. 
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